her nails into the back of his hand. The sharp little pain
was like the prick of an injection. Bhakaroff straightened
himself once more, and became himself for just one moment
as he waved his hand to the chorus with nonchalant elegance.
"J'az tout dit et tfai plus qtfa faire mes adieitx" he sang.
The chorus made way for his exit. He should have walked
off alone, royally, the king of the arena, the heart-throb of
all women. Instead and to everybody's startled surprise,
Carmen went with him. Madame felt him sag after his exit
line; she held him up with her arm, walking with him down
the stage and towards the left wings, where the set gave the
illusion of a descending trail and where Slickurn stood with
a big glass of brandy in his reliable black hands.

For a few moments Robert Marsh fumbled helplessly as
his Carmen was not where she was supposed to be. Then
Madame took the end of the act in hand, while Micaela
dragged Don Jose away from her, back to his mother, back
to the little village and to all the virtues which he had
deserted. The end of the act. There was a horrible second of
silence when Escamillo was supposed to sing once more, back-
stage this time, and did not sing. Pierre Colin's hands and
baton hung arrested in the air. A stir in the audience, a stir
on the stage. And then, rich, round, full, magnificent, a voice
like black velvet rose from the wings and finished the act.

It was the voice of Mike Stern who had jumped into the
breach when Alexander Bhakaroff fainted the moment he
reached the strong refuge of Slickum's arms and shoulders.

As soon as the curtain was down, backstage turned into
a jungle filled with fears and unknown dangers, a tangle
of staring eyes, hidden voices, whispered perils. Rumours
flared up in every nook and corner. "Did you see the doctor?
He went to BhakarofFs dressing-room and looked very
serious. Did you know that Dr. Mayer was called into
E                                129